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	1. Nightmare!

**Nightmare!**

He soared through the air, black scales on black night sky, nearly invisible to the tiny two-legged angry beasts below, with their sharp blades and deadly rocks they hurled. He didn't really want to be here. Neither did the others of his kind, swooping in and grabbing food to be carried off to the Mountain. But they _had_ to be here, or it would all end very badly. He had a duty and like it or not he had to be about it.

Turning in the air at break-neck speed, he began his attack run, still unseen. His wings screamed through the air, causing the two-legs to scream in response. Two words that sent them scattering. Two words that he understood to be a name given to him.

Night Fury!

He used those shouted words as his signal. He unleashed his bright blue fireballs at the wooden thing that throws rocks, obliterating it, and then changed course to do the same thing to the next one. The two-legs would rebuild them. But he was determined to use his superior speed and fire-breathing abilities to defend his friends, so their harvest could be completed with fewer wounds inflicted. He was very precise as he turned the next wooden thing that throws rocks into splinters. None of the two-legs were killed, and any cuts or bruises they might have gained would come from them throwing themselves to the ground or falling into things. He would do what he could to destroy the things the two-legs used to hurt his friends...

...He began to remember...

He was not a murderer, though he had killed two-legs before. They were hurting his friend and needed to be stopped. He had tried to warn them off, but his appearance at her side seemed to only infuriate the two-legs even more, if that were possible. They threw a sharp stick and it stuck in Graycloud's throat. Her scream faded into a frightened squeak. The two-legs laughed and pointed. Blood poured from the wound in her throat. She squealed again, unable to stand. He loved her. He was about to lose her. Anger welled up and as the two-legs began to charge at him with the metal teeth they held in their hands, he snarled at them and burned them to ash with his whitefire.

He retracted his teeth and pulled the sharp stick free from Graycloud's throat. The blood was coming slower now. Her breathing ragged. They looked at each other.

"I'll kill them all for this," He had said to her.

"No," she told him. "I did this. I went after one of their young... As a distraction... A skinny thing... They came to its defense... I should have known better... Don't blame them... Forgive them... We should be sorry for what we do... Maybe... One day... They will say they are sorry... For what they do... Hope for it... For me..."

She had fought to get those words out, and then her breathing stopped, the blood stopped. Greycloud, the one he loved, was gone. But he would honor her plea. For her sake he would not take revenge. She was right. If it was not for the thing that made them do what they had to do, none of this would have happened. He hated what the two-legs did to his dear friend. But he hated the thing that made them do all of this even more. It is what really needed killing. But after this day he would do what he could to destroy the things the two-legs used to hurt his friends...

Something snapped him back to the here-and-now. Something wasn't right. He thought he heard a distant SNAP! And he had a sense of... something... coming towards him in the sky... Coming _fast_! He tried to change course, but it was too late. The thing, metal balls tied together with ropes, struck him in the side and wrapped around him. He had seen things like this, thrown by the two-legs. But no two-leg was strong enough to throw one this high into the air, across that much distance at that speed. But that mystery didn't matter. He was going down, his wings unable to extend or flap. The forest was rushing up to meet him. There were few things that scared him, but this experience of total loss of control terrified him.

The Trees! They reached up like sharp claws. And they felt like them as well. His tail caught in the top of a particularly gnarled tree, and a pain like he had never felt ripped through him. He was rolled over and over before colliding with another tree, which bent under his weight, bringing him to the ground. He slid in the cold earth, cutting a deep crevice. He was slowing, but not fast enough. He hit a small rise which threw him into the air again, and he struck the ground again and was rolled over and over again, finally coming to rest on his back.

He lay there panting in shock from the ordeal, and from the pain. Every inch of his body hurt. Miraculously, he didn't think he had broken any bones. Except for the thin ones in his left tail fin, which were not just broken, but gone, like the fin itself.

"My tail!" he roared as he began to thrash about. He couldn't stay on his back. Even as strong and deadly as he was, he would have less of a chance of survival if he stayed in such a vulnerable position. It took great effort, but he managed to turn over onto his side. But the metal balls tied together with ropes had tightened their grip further, and he could no longer move.

It was no use. He could not free himself. He hurt too much. He was too tired. He knew it would only be a matter of time before one of the two-legs found him and killed him. Only a matter of time before it was over. Only a matter of time before he and Graycloud would fly together once more. With that thought, he surrendered to exhaustion and let darkness wrap him in her sweet, gentle embrace...

He opened his eyes at the sound of a sweet voice calling his name, A voice he had been longing to hear. Graycloud's voice. He opened his eyes, and there she was, standing before him, looking more vital than he had ever remembered. More beautiful than he could have imagined.

"This is not the end, my love," she said, stretching her wings out triumphantly. "This is a new beginning for you, though you face difficult times."

He became aware that he was still bound.

"Even now, in this seemingly dark deed, The Creator of All has a great plan. Even now a Chosen One draws near. You must remember my words when we were parted. Remember. Keep them in your heart, and a glorious future awaits. Hope for it... For me..."

Graycloud reached forward with her right front paw and placed it on his shoulder. He closed his eyes. When he opened them, she was gone. But he still felt something pressing against his shoulder. And he heard the unmistakable noise of two-leg speech. The words didn't make much sense on their own, but there was something basic and understandable in the tone and even the mind of the speaker. It was talking about something fixing everything. Then it was going on about bringing down a mighty beast.

He tried to stand, but his bonds were too tight, so the best he could do was shift. The two-leg leaped back holding a tiny metal tooth in his hand. But it was shaking with fear.

_That's right, little one,_ he thought. _Be very afraid!_

He fixed the two-leg with a piercing stare. The truth was he was afraid, too. Earlier he was ready to give up, but his beloved Graycloud had come to him in what was clearly a dream. And she told him about a great and glorious future. Hope was rekindled, only to be facing a two-leg with a metal tooth, and unable to do anything about it. All he could do was stare into eyes filled with terror.

The two-leg stepped forward again, and raised its metal tooth above its head and spoke again. Something about killing him and taking his heart to its father. That it was a Viking. There was determination as well as fear in the two-leg's eyes. And now he, the magnificent creature the two-legs called a Night Fury succumbed to terror. _Not now... Not like this. Please Please not like this._

The two-leg faltered, staring into his eye. Was that pitty he saw in its eyes now? Sadness mixed with fear. Dare he hope for mercy from this skinny thing?

This skinny young two-leg... Was this the young thing that Graycloud went after before her death?

The determination in the two-leg's eyes was back, and it raised its metal tooth again, ready to plunge it into his heart. No... There was no hope. He was going to die. He closed his eyes, moaned and let his head sink to the ground, surrendering to the inevitable...

"I did this..."

He heard the words from the two-leg, and understood their meaning. Graycloud had spoken them as well to convince him that he should forgive the two-legs. Then he became aware of the two-leg's metal tooth biting not into his flesh, but into the bonds that held him. He felt them loosen. Felt them fall away from his legs and wings...

The tension of the moment had him running on pure adrenaline. As soon as he was free, instinct took over and he was on top of the two-leg in the blink of an eye, penning it against a boulder with his paw on its throat, staring angrily into its eyes. Eyes that seemed to scream "Not now... Not like this..."

"Hope for it... For me"

Graycloud's words seemed to echo in his mind...

NO! he roard into the two-leg's face. Then he lunged forward, and with a snap of his jaw, took the terrified two-leg's head off, blood gushing from its neck...

...And he jerked awake in the familiar darkness of the room he shared with Hiccup, his two-legged friend who had spared his life. His friend who was now sleeping peacefully in his bed. Toothless panted for a moment, the memory of his nightmare still fresh. Then he hopped over to the bedside and looked down at Hiccup to make sure he was okay. He laid his head down on the bed and crooned to the boy, who slowly opened his eyes.

"Hey, buddy," Said Hiccup in his usual gentle way. "Can't sleep?"

Toothless cocked his head to the side. He never understood this two-leg obsession with asking questions that were obviously self explanatory. But he was beginning to accept it.

Hiccup sat up, took his helmet off the bedpost and put it on...

"That's alright, buddy," Hiccup said, reaching over to pat his Night Fury friend on the nose. "I can't really sleep tonight, either."

Hiccup got up and walked over to the table and picked up Toothless' saddle.

"What do you think, bud?" He asked... "The stars are out. The moon is full. Let's fly..."

A few moments later, Dragon and Viking had taken to the air, soaring over Berk and looking down on the houses where the people slept in their beds, and their dragon friends slept nearby, at peace with each other and the world around them, with no fear and plenty of hope.

This was the future that Graycloud spoke of in the dream Toothless had the day he met Hiccup.

And it was, indeed, glorious...

* * *

><p><strong>I had this idea about Toothless dreaming that he kills Hiccup. I'm sure anyone who reads this has at some point had a dream where everything is going along relatively fine, and then some random thing happens that causes you to wake up in a cold sweat, praying that it wasn't true, and then sighing with relief when you realized that your subconscious mind had been playing tricks on you. I once dreamed I did something, I don't recall what, and it inadvertently killed my cat. I jerked awake, horrified, only to realize he was curled up at the end of the bed sleeping peacefully. I hate random dreams like that.<strong>

**This is intended as a one-shot story. It is also sort of a prequel to my story series, "Jarin and the Riders of Berk". I have no idea where that is going to end up going. I'm just sort of writing it all as I go.**

**Thanks for reading... God bless...**


	2. Dad, Why Didn't You Tell Me?

_I neither own nor claim any rights to "How To Train Your Dragon"_

**GBJackson's One-shot Stories  
><strong>**Dad, Why Didn't You Tell Me?**

* * *

><p><strong>Hello, everyone...<strong>

**Having seen the trailer for HTTYD2, with the apparent spoiler of the possibility that Hiccup's mother is indeed alive and he gets to meet her, I thought I would do a little hypothetical confrontation between Stoick and Hiccup, exploring the reasons why it wasn't even hinted at that his mother might still be alive. I doubt very seriously that this is the angle DreamWorks is taking in the actual movie. That's why this is fan fiction. So, ladies and gentlemen, I give you, "Dad, Why Didn't You Tell Me?"**

* * *

><p>Hiccup was furious with his father... All these years, Stoick the Vast – Chief of Berk, the one man Hiccup looked up to, even before his life-changing experience with training a Night Fury, winning the affection of Astrid Hofferson, and defeating the Red Death – Had kept the truth, that his mother was alive, from him.<p>

With his latest ordeal behind him, and having returned home to Berk from his long journey, he was determined to get to the bottom of things.

Stoick had asked him over dinner what all he had seen and done while away. And hiccup told him. Stoick's expression darkened when he heard about Val. And there was nothing to disguise that disappointed gaze on Hiccup's face.

"Dad," hiccup asked in a tone that insisted that he would accept no answer but the truth. "Why didn't you tell me?"

Stoick Sighed. "I wanted to, son," he said, shaking his head, "I wanted to tell you after you woke up from that coma five years ago. But for the first time in our shared life, you and I were finally understanding each other. I was so proud of you. And you were happy that I was proud. I just couldn't risk losing the ground we had gained."

"As opposed to now," Hiccup said with his voice dripping with sarcasm, "Five years later and you've seen me handle some pretty intense reality, and you still couldn't be honest with me?"

Stoick shook his head. "I know, son. You're right. I should have told you. And you have a right to know why.

"It all started before you were born. Your mother and I were newly married. There was a dragon raid, and we had been fighting them off. At some point during the madness, Val disappeared. When it was over, I went looking for her, and I found her tending the wounds on a Monstrous Nightmare that we had brought down at the edge of town. We had wounded and dead, and she was _helping _one of the devils that had been responsible.

"I was furious, to say the least. I refused to talk to her for the better part of a month. Her routine never changed. And for her part, she was loving and kind. I was a yak's filthy backside. I couldn't go on like that, so I finally asked her what possessed her to do such a thing.

"She asked me why we never bothered to try to understand the dragons, beyond just how they can be fought and killed. It was a question I had no answer to. I told her that if she wanted to try to understand the beasts, she could bloody well do it out of my sight, and unless she learned new vulnerabilities that could help us fight them off with fewer injuries and deaths, I didn't want to know about it.

"After you were born, one night both you and your mother went missing. I had been away all day, working out the details of the treaty between the Hooligans and the Berserkers. I knew your mother often did her dragon stuff in the woods, and I figured she had taken you with her. So for the first time, I went to see what was going on. You have to understand, son. At the time, I held only hatred for dragons. When I got there, I saw your mother holding you out towards a dragon, a species I had never seen before or since.

"She claimed that all she was doing was introducing her friend to the future chief of Berk, a chief she would make sure learned to look at dragons in a new light. All I saw was her putting my son in danger, and I took her words as an insinuation that, as a chief, I was inadequate. In my fury, I took you from her arms and banished her from Berk.

"She just looked at me sadly, and told me that one day my stubborn hatred of dragons would lead to my undoing. Then she did something unthinkable. She climbed on the dragon's back, made a screeching sound, and the dragon took to the air and carried her away forever."

"I went into a rage. I twisted what had happened into a story about a dragon carrying her off, and that I had managed to save you but couldn't save her. For a few voyages to find the nest, looking for your mother was the purpose I declared. I couldn't bring myself to tell anyone that I had banished her, and that she simply chose to fly away on a dragon's back. No... In my stubbornness, I used her departure as an excuse to further feed my hatred of dragons."

Stoick sighed. "And then, fourteen years later, there you were in the arena, your hand extended towards that monstrous nightmare, and trying to tell us we didn't have to fight dragons anymore. The people were looking at me with confusion and doubt. And all the memories of your mother's words came screaming back to me. I knew she had been right. And I knew you were right. Bit I could not... No... I _would not_ allow myself to admit it. I disowned you and set sail for Helheim's Gate and didn't look back. My heart knew the truth. That twice I had thrown family aside in favor of pride. I was a fool."

For the first time Hiccup could remember, his father's expression bore complete remorse. He had carried the pain with him for nearly two decades, and now the truth was out. Hiccup nodded and rested his hand on his father's shoulder.

"When it mattered, Dad," he began, "You saw wisdom and acted on it. After the Red Death was defeated, you chose to see things as they really were. We were alone when you disowned me. And as far as I am concerned, when you told me that you were proud to call me your son, right after you saved Toothless from drowning, you began a new life. You let go of your hatred of dragons, and you welcomed them to Berk. And because of that, we have enjoyed five years of prosperity. I may have started the ball rolling, but Dad, you picked it up and ran with it."

Stoick smiled and took a deep calming breath. "I didn't want you to go exploring the world, because I had this feeling that if Val still lived, you would be the one to find her. And you would know the horrible truth I had been hiding from you. I was able to fix what I messed up with you, because you were still here. But Val was gone, and I knew she would not be back. I've never been able to get over my shame. I could not bear the thought of the truth coming between what you and I had gained. Again, more stubborn pride.

"It's alright, Dad," said Hiccup. "I forgive you. And I think that mom forgave you, too."

Stoick's shoulders slumped, as if for the first time in a long time, a great weight was lifted from them, and they no longer needed to hold it up. "Thank you, son."

"No problem," Hiccup said. "Just one thing..."

"What's that?" Stoick asked.

"Please tell me that you don't have any more secrets like that." Hiccup answered.

Stoick threw his head back and laughed mirthfully, and Hiccup joined in.

* * *

><p><strong>Thank you for reading. Please let me know what you think. My next chapter of "Jarin and the Legacy of Nartara" will be posted either tonight or tomorrow night.<strong>

**Be blessed...**


	3. Toothless Alpha

_I neither own nor claim any rights to How to Train Your Dragon..._

* * *

><p><em>This is a stand-alone story meant to convey the thoughts that were going through Toothless' head when he and Hiccup were briefly enveloped in the ice-blast from Drago's Bewilderbeast in How to Train Your Dragon 2. There are references to material found in some of my other writings, "Nightmare" and "Jarin and the Riders of Berk." It is not necessary to read those stories before reading this one, but doing so will make some things make more sense. For those of you awaiting my next chapter in "Jarin and the Legacy of Nartara," It's coming. No promises as to when. But this little side-story started itching inside my brain, and the only way to scratch the itch is to write it. I hope you guys enjoy it<em>

* * *

><p><strong>Toothless Alpha<strong>

_Hiccup, _Toothless shouted in his mind as Drago's Bewilderbeast opened its mouth to breath its deadly, crushing blast of ice directly at his friend. His friend that he had tried to kill only to strike down his father. The fact that he had no choice in the matter didn't make the truth any easier to bear. He had become a killer of those he loved and he would never be the same again. He deserved to die. And he would. But he would protect his best friend with his last act. And with that thought firmly in mind, leaped into the air from behind Hiccup and dove in front of him

Time seemed to slow down as he extended his wings as his feet struck the ground: they would shield the ice blast. Just as Hiccup's father, the Chief of Berk, had taken the death blow to save his son, so he, Toothless, would take one to save Hiccup. _Creator of All, _he though as he felt the ice strike him, _Let your justice be done!_

FLASH

He was a young Night Fury, flying with his mother. They had managed to escape from that aweful place where Monstrous Nightmares were tortured for seemingly no reason by a madman called Gelbrun. He would never forget the stench of evil that permeated that place, seeming to originate from the madman himself, though how that was possible, he didn't know. It was as if something dark and sinister had taken hold of the man, corrupting him from within and touching everything around him.

He shook his head. They were free. He was managing to keep up with his mother while flying at top speed. He had never done that before. He was getting faster as he grew, but the pace of his growth contradicted the new speed he was now enjoying. Then he realized that something was wrong. He wasn't faster. His mother was slower.

"Mother?" he cried. "Are you alright?"

His mother looked back at him and smiled. But her eyes held only sadness. "I'm fine my Little Shadow. Just keep flying. We'll stop to rest as soon as we find some place to land"

Little Shadow. That was his hatchling name. When he grew old enough he would take a name for himself. A name that would reflect the dragon he would grow to become. A name to strike fear into the hearts of madmen like Gelbrun and command respect from all dragon-kind. Night Furies were born leaders, possessing strength and intelligence, and something that most dragons lacked: Wisdom. But for now, he was his mother's Little Shadow, following her wherever she went. All they had was each other.

They flew for about an hour more, and there before them was an island with a few scattered trees. It was no place to live, but it would be fine for a good night's rest. There didn't seem to be any other creatures there, and the surrounding waters were teeming with fish. They would eat well and rest tonight, and continue moving tomorrow.

The sense that something was wrong with his mother intensified when she came in for her landing. Instead of gracefully touching down as she had always done, her knees buckled under her weight and she rolled limply to the side, panting. It was then that Little Shadow saw it. The stub of one of the two-legs' sticks-with-sharp-stone-tips poking out of her chest, surrounded by a small burn-patch. She had managed to keep it hidden from him, but there was no hiding it now.

"Mother," he began. "You're hurt."

She sighed, smiling weakly at him again, and again her eyes held sadness. "I'm more than hurt, my Little Shadow. The stick-with-sharp-stone-tip struck my heart. Not deep enough to kill me immediately, but deep enough to weaken me. I love you too much to lie to you. I am too weak to continue."

"No, mother!"

"If I had been hurt like this and could have just rested, it might have been different. But I had to make sure you got out of there. This is no place for a dragon to live, but you can eat your fill from the fish in the water and rest. And then you must go on without me."

"I won't leave you here, mother," Little Shadow said. I'll go catch us some fish. We'll both eat, and you'll get better, and..." he trailed off, knowing that no matter how positive he could try to be, the truth was that his mother was dying, and there was nothing he could do about it. He lowered his head and crooned sadly.

"My sweet boy," she said. "I am so proud of you. I know you will grow up to be a great Night Fury. I feel it in my soul that the Creator of All has a great plan for your life, and that you are destined to be a great force of change. I don't know how I know it. I just do. I won't be able to be with you here, but know that I will be watching over you."

Little Shadow shook his head. "You'll get to see me have revenge on the Two-legs. I'll kill every last one of them I see for this."

"No, my son," his mother said to him. "You must not. Justice will be done by the Creator-of-all, in His time. I have already forgiven the two-leg who did this to me. You must do the same. Otherwise it will be one terrible endless cycle of they kill us and we kill them. A Night Fury must be a forward-thinker, not locked in the past dwelling on something beyond his or her control. So think forward, Little Shadow."

This was the hardest lesson Little Shadow had ever learned, but he took his mother's words to heart. And for three days they remained together on that little island. Eating fish and remembering their life together. But it was not to last.

On the fourth day, Little Shadow woke up under his mother's wing as he had fallen asleep. But something was different. It was too quiet and too still. The only sound to be heard was from the waves washing ashore. His mother's breathing had been labored as he drifted off to sleep. Now she was not breathing at all...

"Mother?" he called.

Nothing.

He pulled himself out from under her wing and moved to look at her face. Her mouth was open, her tongue hanging limp. And her eyes were wide open, though the fire of life had gone from them. His mother was gone, and he, her Little Sadow, was alone.

FLASH

Life had been hard since his mother had died. But life went on. He had made his way from land to land helping out other dragons he came across, but he never settled down. Something kept him moving ever onward. Until he met Graycloud. He had never seen a dragon species liker her. She was sleek and graceful, with a coloring like her name suggested.

He now called himself Darkwing, and he and Graycloud went everywhere together. Two free spirits who found belonging in each other's company. At least, they were free until they came to the island with all the dragons on it. Then they both found themselves enslaved to the will of the beast. And that will had them raiding the nests of two-legs to bring it food. There was no leaving. Not by choice, Those who left were hunted down by the others and brought back only to be eaten by the beast. It was a horrible existence. But the words his mother had spoken about a great destiny for him gave him hope. Somehow he and Graycloud would free themselves of the beast's control, and thing would improve. So they did as they were commanded.

He had made a promise to his mother that he would not seek vengence against the two-legs. So he avoided directly attacking them, choosing only to blast their dragon-killing machines into splinters, thus ensuring the success of the raids with as few casualties as possible. This meant more food for the beast, so it tolerated him not bringing any food back himself. He and Graycloud both hated having to do what they were made to do, but they did it to survive and hold onto hope.

After a few years, it had all become routine. Heed the call, blast the things two-legs built, cover the escape of Graycloud and the other food-gatherers, pray that the beast was satisfied with the tribute, rest and wait to do it all over again. There was nothing to indicate that the latest raid would be different from all the others. Except that when they were retreating, Graycloud was not there.

Darkwing turned back to the two-leg village to find out what was keeping her. He found her grounded and struggling with two strong two-legs, and even as he landed next to her and roared, he watched in horror as one of them threw a stick-with-sharp-stone-tip, which embedded itself into Graycloud's chest, and even as she screamed in pain, the two legs laughed.

Something snapped within Darkwing, and he wasted no time burning the two to ashes with his whitefire. This was not vengence. This was to protect the one he loved. He turned back to her and pulled the stick-with-sharp-stone-tip out, and she began bleeding profusely.

"I'll kill them all for this," He had said to her.

"No," she told him. "I did this. I went after one of their young... As a distraction... A skinny thing... They came to its defense... I should have known better... Don't blame them... Forgive them... We should be sorry for what we do... Maybe... One day... They will say they are sorry... For what they do... Hope for it... For me..."

She had fought to get those words out, and then her breathing stopped, the blood stopped. Greycloud, the one he loved, was gone. But he would honor her plea. For her sake he would not take revenge. She was right. If it was not for the beast that made them do what they did, none of this would have happened. He hated what the two-legs did to his dear friend. But he hated the thing that made the dragons do all of this even more. It is what really needed killing.

FLASH

Something wasn't right. He thought he heard a distant SNAP! And he had a sense of... something... coming towards him in the sky... Coming fast! He tried to change course, but it was too late. The thing, metal balls tied together with ropes, struck him in the side and wrapped around him. He had seen things like this, thrown by the two-legs. But no two-leg was strong enough to throw one this high into the air, across that much distance at that speed. But that mystery didn't matter. He was going down, his wings unable to extend or flap. The forest was rushing up to meet him. There were few things that scared him, but this experience of total loss of control terrified him.

The Trees! They reached up like sharp claws. And they felt like them as well. His tail caught in the top of a particularly gnarled tree, and a pain like he had never felt ripped through him. He was rolled over and over before colliding with another tree, which bent under his weight, bringing him to the ground. He slid in the cold earth, cutting a deep crevice. He was slowing, but not fast enough. He hit a small rise which threw him into the air again, and he struck the ground again and was rolled over and over again, finally coming to rest on his back.

He lay there panting in shock from the ordeal, and from the pain. Every inch of his body hurt. Miraculously, he didn't think he had broken any bones. Except for the thin ones in his left tail fin, which were not just broken, but gone, like the fin itself.

"My tail!" he roared as he began to thrash about. He couldn't stay on his back. Even as strong and deadly as he was, he would have less of a chance of survival if he stayed in such a vulnerable position. It took great effort, but he managed to turn over onto his side. But the metal balls tied together with ropes had tightened their grip further, and he could no longer move.

It was no use. He could not free himself. He hurt too much. He was too tired. He knew it would only be a matter of time before one of the two-legs found him and killed him. Only a matter of time before it was over. Only a matter of time before he and Graycloud would fly together once more. With that thought, he surrendered to exhaustion and let darkness wrap him in her sweet, gentle embrace...

He opened his eyes at the sound of a sweet voice calling his name, A voice he had been longing to hear. Graycloud's voice. He opened his eyes, and there she was, standing before him, looking more vital than he had ever remembered. More beautiful than he could have imagined.

"This is not the end, my love," she said, stretching her wings out triumphantly. "This is a new beginning for you, though you face difficult times."

He became aware that he was still bound.

"Even now, in this seemingly dark deed, The Creator of All has a great plan. Even now a Chosen One draws near. You must remember my words when we were parted. Remember. Keep them in your heart, and a glorious future awaits. Hope for it... For me..."

Graycloud reached forward with her right front paw and placed it on his shoulder. He closed his eyes. When he opened them, she was gone. But he still felt something pressing against his shoulder. And he heard the unmistakable noise of two-leg speech. The words didn't make much sense on their own, but there was something basic and understandable in the tone and even the mind of the speaker. It was talking about something fixing everything. Then it was going on about bringing down a mighty beast.

He tried to stand, but his bonds were too tight, so the best he could do was shift. The two-leg leaped back holding a tiny metal tooth in his hand. But it was shaking with fear.

That's right, little one, he thought. Be very afraid!

He fixed the two-leg with a piercing stare. The truth was he was afraid, too. Earlier he was ready to give up, but his beloved Graycloud had come to him in what was clearly a dream. And she told him about a great and glorious future. Hope was rekindled, only to be facing a two-leg with a metal tooth, and unable to do anything about it. All he could do was stare into eyes filled with terror.

The two-leg stepped forward again, and raised its metal tooth above its head and spoke again. Something about killing him and taking his heart to its father. That it was a Viking. There was determination as well as fear in the two-leg's eyes. And now he, the magnificent creature the two-legs called a Night Fury succumbed to terror. Not now... Not like this. Please Please not like this.

The two-leg faltered, staring into his eye. Was that pity he saw in its eyes now? Sadness mixed with fear. Dare he hope for mercy from this skinny thing?

This skinny young two-leg... Was this the young thing that Graycloud went after before her death?

The determination in the two-leg's eyes was back, and it raised its metal tooth again, ready to plunge it into his heart. No... There was no hope. He was going to die. He closed his eyes, moaned and let his head sink to the ground, surrendering to the inevitable...

"I did this..."

He heard the words from the two-leg, and understood their meaning. Graycloud had spoken them as well to convince him that he should forgive the two-legs. Then he became aware of the two-leg's metal tooth biting not into his flesh, but into the bonds that held him. He felt them loosen. Felt them fall away from his legs and wings...

The tension of the moment had him running on pure adrenaline. As soon as he was free, instinct took over and he was on top of the two-leg in the blink of an eye, penning it against a boulder with his paw on its throat, staring angrily into its eyes. Eyes that seemed to scream "Not now... Not like this..."

"Hope for it... For me"

With an act of sheer will, he resisted the desire to bite the head off of the cowering two-leg, and instead roared as loudly as he could directly into its terrified face. With that, he turned and attempted to fly away, but the missing tail fin would not allow him to gain altitude. He found himself plummeting into a cove. At the last second, he managed to stretch his wings out and glide into a lake. The water felt good on his wings and legs which had been held so tightly by the ropes for what seemed like forever. And then it sank in. The skinny two-leg cut the ropes and freed him even after all that posturing about being a Viking and taking his heart to its father. Two-legs always go for the kill. So why didn't this one?

FLASH

He was Toothless, and on his back rode Hiccup, the Two-leg who gave him a new life with a new purpose. They were racing other dragons ridden by Hiccup's friends, celebrating the victory against the beast. Little did he realize it but this day was the dawning day of a golden age in which dragons and Two-legs would live side-by-side, taking care of each other and helping each other achieve great things. This was Berk. This was home. This was destiny.

FLASH

He was nothing. The Alpha made that clear from the onset of its control. He would do its bidding and nothing more. He was merely a tool to be used as needed. And right now a human needed to be killed. It was so simple. One full-power plasma blast and the Alpha's command would be obeyed. But something else in the back of his mind told him that this was wrong. He resisted and the Alpha's will was intensified. He was not in control. All he could do was watch. He knew this human. No... He _loved_ this human... A human who had chosen to spare his life when he could have ended it. A human who had given him a new life with a new tail fin that he had personally made for him. The new life meant that he could not fly without this human, but that didn't matter. This human treated him with kindness and dignity and together they were more than the sum of their individual parts. And now he was about to kill this human that he had come to love like a brother, and he knew that there was nothing he could do about it.

The human retreated from the threatening eye-slit gaze he knew he was staring at him with. He was trying to communicate, but the words made no sense. Well, human words never made any sense on their own. It was the truth in a human mind that conveyed meaning, but the Alpha's will was drowning out all other truths but one:

_YOU ARE MINE!_

_HE IS LESS THAN NOTHING!_

_DESTRIY HIM OR I WILL BREAK YOU!_

The plasma blast began to build within his throat, even as the human... _his_ human... was backed against a wall of ice. He tried to stop it, but failed.

_Brother,_ his soul screamed to the human. _Please forgive me. I love you!_

The plasma blast was launched and time seemed to slow as it came closer and closer to his human. But at the last moment, his human's father shoved him out of the way and took the full force of the blast himself.

Relief and horror flooded him at the same time. His human was safe, but the man he just killed was also dear to him, though not in the same way. He stood there panting, smoke billowing out of his mouth, his will still subdued by the Alpha.

_SEE WHAT YOU DID, WORM? GO TO YOUR HUMAN... YOU WILL SEE THAT HE REALLY HATES YOU... THEN COME BACK AND GIVE YOURSELF OVER TO ME._

He was Toothless the Night Fury again. He moved to his beloved human and his fallen father. He nuzzled the dead chief's limp hand, and his human rounded on him. He ignored the spoken words because the truth in his human's mind was so sharp and clear.

_Go away, despised one, and never come back!_

His heart shattered. He had committed an unforgivable crime and there was no making amends for it. The Alpha was right. He was now hated by one he loved. He had no purpose. So he opened his mind to the Alpha and accepted control this time.

FLASH

He was forgiven! He didn't know how his human had done it, but he had reached out with a will of his own and somehow used it to block the will of the Alpha. This was unheard of. He was free. He grabbed Drago's staff and flung the warlord off his back, and in so doing, lost control of his stationary flight. His human threw himself off the baby dragon he was riding and plummeted after him. At the last second, his human managed to lock his prosthetic into the control mechanism and together they pulled out of the freefall.

FLASH

_Hiccup, _Toothless shouted in his mind as Drago's Bewilderbeast opened its mouth to breath its deadly, crushing blast of ice directly at his friend. His friend that he had tried to kill only to strike down his father. The fact that he had no choice in the matter didn't make the truth any easier to bear. He had become a killer of those he loved and he would never be the same again. He deserved to die. And he would. But he would protect his best friend with his last act. And with that thought firmly in mind, leaped into the air from behind Hiccup and dove in front of him

Time seemed to slow down as he extended his wings as his feet struck the ground: they would shield the ice blast. Just as Hiccup's father, the Chief of Berk, had taken the death blow to save his son, so he, Toothless, would take one to save Hiccup. Creator of All, he though as he felt the ice strike him, Let your justice be done!

**MY JUSTICE IS ALWAYS DONE!**

FLASH

The Voice had come from everywhere and nowhere, and Toothless found himself in a beautiful meadow and surrounded by dragons of all kinds, many lounging peacefully. His tail fin was whole, and at his feet lay his beloved human Hiccup, whose legs were both whole.

"How is this possible?" he asked out loud.

"Here in paradise," came a voice he thought he would never hear again, "all things are possible, my beloved Darkwing!"

He turned, and there she was. "Graycloud!"

She smiled at him, after the way of dragons. "You are not home yet, my love. You are not condemned for what you were made to do. You called to the Creator of All and He has answered you."

"What of Hiccup?" Toothless looked down at the sleeping form of his friend. "Why is he not conscious?"

Graycloud regarded the human laying on the ground. "It is not his time, but both of you were in mortal danger. You and he are here in spirit only while the Creator of All sets up what is needed to ensure that both of you survive. A Bewilderbeast's ice is instantly fatal. And while what the Creator of All is doing only takes a moment in that place, your souls needed to be sheltered. So you are both here. He sleeps, because he is not to remember this. But you must remember."

Toothless shook his head. "I never want to forget."

Graycloud nodded. "There is not much time. When the Creator of All sends you back, you will find yourself with power at your disposal that you never knew you could have. The power that Drago Bloodvist exercises is not of this world. Like Gelbrun the Redeemed before him, he has been touched by the servants of the Great Liar. But unlike Gelbrun who succumbed to their will in a moment of mortal weakness, Drago gave himself willingly. He cannot be reached because he does not want to be free. The world will know warlords like him, and they will do horrible things. But he is not meant to be one of them. Supernatural evil is to be combatted with supernatural good. The gift you will be given will be the tool by which this will happen."

Toothless was in awe of what he was told. The Creator of All was going to grant him a gift of tremendous power. "I am not worthy," he said.

"None of us are," Graycloud responded. "But his grace and mercy and justice are beyond our reckoning. The called are seldom qualified, and yet He qualifies the called. When your journey is complete, you will meet many souls, both dragon and human, who can attest to this. You have been an instrument of change that has brought a golden age to your part of the world. And it is not over yet."

A thunderbolt flashed in a cloudless crystal-blue sky.

"Be prepared, my love," Graycloud said as she licked toothless on the cheek. "Balance is about to be restored."

FLASH

Cold. Darkness. These were the things he was aware of, and they were overwhelming. He became aware of the ice all around, and yet he did not freeze. It was as if there was a bubble surrounding him. Hiccup was with him. He could feel the truth of fear in the young human's mind.

**TAKE UP MY SWORD AND WIELD IT IN MY JUSTICE!**

The Voice was all-encompassing, and it was compelling beyond belief, but not in a way that robbed him of control. In his mind, with that same sense that allowed him and all dragons to sense the truth in the minds of others, he became aware of a bright glowing ball of blue light. He reached out to it with his mind, and it flooded into him, and HE began to glow.

He was powerful. The world seemed insignificant. He could rule it all and shape things according to his own will. It was so tempting. But then he remembered the words of a Viking his human called a friend, who had gone to live with another tribe a few years back. Jarin was his name, and he had once said that he sought purpose, not power. That had somehow stuck with him over the years, and now it crashed home all around him. Purpose.

_This ice needs to go,_ he thought. And with the thought, the light within him swelled outward, causing the ice to emit an ever-going high-pitched scream. A moment later, it exploded outward in cold dust.

His back spines, forhead and inside his mouth were glowing blue. Then power was still within him. It needed purpose. The Alpha needed to go. He leaped onto a massive ice spike and began roaring defiance at the Alpha who once again tried to exert its will upon him. But with the Power in him, his mind was shielded.

He began to cut loose with plasma blast after plasma blast in rapid succession, striking the Alpha in the head and face. He should not have been able to shoot so many blasts, but he was empowered beyond belief, just as Graycloud said. The blasts caused the Alpha's will over all the other dragons to falter, and they quickly flew over to hover behind him.

Hiccup was on his back again, and he was glad. They were both strong together. And with this new power he had, together they could accomplish wonders.

His human shouted out to Drago, the truth of his thoughts clear to Toothless. He was offering Drago a chance to end the conflict and to understand what it truly means to earn a dragon's trust. But Drago would have none of it. His mind radiated defiance. And his Alpha made ready to strike with a full-force ice blast.

"Not again!" Toothless shouted, and he cut loose with another plasma blast. With that, all of the dragons formerly under the Alpha's control also began to cut loose with their fires. The Alpha, in spite of tremendous pain and growing fear, stood its ground.

_This must end,_ Toothless thought, and he reached deep into himself and brought forth a plasma blast more powerful than any he had ever fired. It exploded with such force on the Alpha's face that its left horn was broken off.

"LEAVE!" he called out. And amazingly enough, the Alpha obeyed. It dove into the water and vanished.

The power was till within him. He and his human could do wonders. The world would tremble at them. Nothing would stop them. But then he thought of Drago and his alpha. The world would have trembled at what they would have done together, and nothing would have stopped them. But _he_ had stopped them with power on loan from the Creator of All. Power. On loan. "This is not my true desire, and the power is not mine. Creator of All, I release this back to you with boundless gratitude."

And with that, the glow was gone, and he was as he had been before. It did not matter to all the other dragons around him, who bowed low before him. They began to chant, "Alpha! Alpha! Alpha!"

And why not? It made sense. He had overcome an Alpha's power over them, and had driven that alpha away. That made him an alpha. His human would now become chief of the Vikings of berk, and he had earned his right as chief of the dragons of Berk. Both he and Hiccup were two new Alphas, each with the purpose of taking care of their own. Whatever destiny lay ahead, they would all face it, dragon and human, together.

THE END
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* * *

><p><strong>All That Is Certain<strong>

Hiccup woke up to bright sunlight shining through the open dragon door set into the sloped ceiling of his loft. Birds were chirping and Terrible terrors were singing. He reached over, grabed his prosthetic and attached it to the stump that was all that remaind of his left leg below the knee. He then tugged his boot onto his right foot.

"Hey, Toothless..." he said, looking over to where his faiithful Night Fury friend was laying on the stone he loved to sleep on. "We overslept, bud. It's a great day for flying. What do you say?"

There was no cheerful warble from the dragon. In fact, Hiccupe suddenly realized that the the Night Fury was making no sound at all.

"Toothless?" he asked with a frown. "Buddy?"

Still nothing. Hiccub began shaking, as if caught in a sudden chill wind. But it was one of Berks warmer days. He stood up and wakled over to Toothless. He reallized then that the dragon's eyes were open and staring at nothing. Eyes that from the moment he met him were so bright and vibrant were now dull and cloudy.

"Oh, no..." Hiccup whispered, his throat growing tight. "Toothless..." He began shaking his head, trying to deny what he knew to be true. His best friend was gone. He reached out an unsteady hand and rested it on the dragon's shoulder. So cold. Like ice.

The tears began to flow, and Hiccup's entire body was wracked by tremorous sobs as the emptiness in his heart began to spread to every fiber of his being. He threw back his head let out a scream of unbridaled anguish and hopelessness.

A moment later, Stoick was at his side, looking down at the dragon he once called "devil" but had since learned to think of almost as a second son. Even he had a hard time holding back tears. This dragon had saved the lives of so many people the last few years. Toothless was a hero as much as Hiccup was. Together they had accomplished so much, and would accomplish yet more. Not any more.

Stoick swallowed hard and rested his arm around Hiccup's shoulders. "Son," he said gently. "I am so sorry."

Hiccup fell forward, wrapping his arms around Toothless' lifeless neck and wept bitterly. There was nothing left. Without Tootkless, nothing seemed to mean anything. He wanted to die. He closed his eyes.

GHASP!

Hiccup's eyes shot open and he sat bolt upright in his bed. The sun was shining brightly through the open dragon door set into the sloping ceiling of his loft, and the sound of birds and Terrible Terrors filtered through the air. Afraid of what he would find, he looked over to see Toothless sitting on his stone slab, looking back at him with one ear flap forward and one back as if to say, "What's your problem, human?"

Hiccup leaped out of bed, forgetting that his prosthetic was propped against the bedside tabbe, and fell forward onto the floor. "Thank Odin," he said as he crawled to his best friend and wrapped his arm around the dragon's neck. In the embrace, Hiccup could feel the blood pumping through the Night Fury's jugular vein, and he heard the dragon croon affectionately.

"I can't lose you, bud," he said. "I couldn't go on without you." Toothless wrapped his wings around Hiccup in an embrace of his own, and the two remained like that.

"Are the two of you going to sleep all morning?" came Stoick's voice from downstairs. "It's a perfect day for flying, and I am of a mind to saddle up Thornado and go for a ride myself."

Toothless and Hiccup pulled apart from each other. "What do you think, bud? Want to go flying?"

O O O

A few minutes later, father and son were airborne on the back of their respective dragons, taking in the peace and tranquility of Berk on such a fine day. Hiccup was still haunted by what had proven to have been just a terrible nightmare, and he couldn't help but wonder he would do if he lost Toothless... Or Astrid... Or his father... Or anyone in his circle. What would they do if they lost him? It served as a reminder that life was precious, and that it would do well to spend as much time as possible with them. After all, nobody was guaranteed a tomorrow.

Today was a good day. He would see to it that it was

* * *

><p><strong>This is more or less a sequel to "Nightmare" which was the first HTTYD fanfic I had written, which led me to write "Jarin and the Riders of Berk." That one-shot story explored something similar from Toothless' point of view, so I thought I would throw out a short one-shot with Hiccup as the focus. Let me know what you think.<strong>

**I am working on Chapter 4 of "A Ripple In Time," and should have it up tomorrow.**

**Be blessed...**
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**Sunset**

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, had fallen ill almost a week ago, and had been getting worse day by day. After keeping a steady eye on him for the last few days, the healers reached the conclusion they didn't want to say, and that nobody wanted to hear. But there was no denying the truth. Hiccup, First Rider and former chief of Berk, was dying. He would soon be joining his beloved Astrid, who had died a little under a year earlier, in Valhala.

Erick Haddock I stood with his wife, Shara Thorston who was holding their second son, Stoick Haddock II, looking down at Hiccup as he lay sleeping, his breathing ragged and labored even in sleep. The healers were sure that Hiccup would not recover. His aged body was simply unable to sustain itself any longer. When Hiccup was last awake, he insisted that he wasn't in pain. Just very tired. He had fallen asleep before the healers gave their prognosis.

Erick I turned to Shara and reached out a gentle hand to her shoulder. "Why don't you take the baby to your parents' house, love. Something tells me that he won't like it if anyone else is around when I tell him."

Shara might have been offended at being dismissed like that, had it been any other circumstance, had it been anyone other than the former Chief. But her husband, the current Chief, was right. Hiccup had always been a private man. He always kept personal strife to himself, in an attempt to shield his people from worry and doubt. She nodded and rested her hand on her husband's shoulder. "It'll be alright," she said, trying to bolster her husband's spirits.

Erick turned to look at her, and forced a smile. He knew that she meant that with time, the pain would be gone, replaced with fond memories, and he knew that she was right. But he had just been told that his father was dying. There was a gaping hole blasted metaphorically into his heart, and it hurt. He was the Chief, and Hiccup's son. He felt that it was his duty to be the one to tell his father, who had been asleep when the healer gave her statement.

Chief Erick waited for about half an hour before his father woke up. The old man looked at him with a smile, his green eyes missing the usual twinkle he had known for so long. "Hey, dad," he said, fighting to keep his voice steady.

"I know that look, son.," Hiccup said. "What's wrong"

Erick's throat tightened. He didn't want to cry. He knew that he could, as it was just him and his father. But he wanted to be strong. "I have spoken with the healer," he said, unable to stop a tear from rolling down his face.

Hiccup closed his eyes. "I'm dying, aren't I?"

Chief or not, he did not have the will to say 'yes', any more than he had the will to keep from collapsing at his father's bedside, head bowed, and body wracked with sobbing. He stiffened when he felt his father's hand rest on his head, and he looked up, face red with grief.

"Son," Hiccup said, with a smile. "It's okay."

Chief Erick shook his head. "It's not okay!" After a moment, he finally raised his head and looked in his father's eyes.

O O O

Hiccup looked into his son's eyes and saw hopelessness and pain, and he knew that the young man was going through the same thing _he_ had gone through when his own father had died. And were it not for the responsibilities of being Chief thrust on his shoulders, with the needs of his people above his own, he would likely have been overcome. He remembered how irritating it was to hear people tell him that it was okay. Why should he expect his son to respond any differently? "No," Hiccup said, softly. "It's not , okay."

He watched his son shake his head in denial.

"Listen to me, son," he said, his voice sounding tired, but confident. "I have lived a long and good life. It may have started off a bit rough, but when push came to shove, I had friends who had my back." His eyes took on a far-away look, and seemed to be on the verge of tearing up, but his lips were turned up in a smile "I... I eventually married one of them, and the other one's probably around here somewhere."

His son smiled, and he continued. "We had five amazing years before I lost my dad the first time we faced Drago. You have more now than I did, then. You are already Chief, You have a wife and two sons. And I couldn't be prouder of how things turned out. If this is my time, then I can die a happy man." he placed his hand on his son's cheek.

"I don't want to lose you, dad," his son said.

Hiccup sighed, "Erick, if it were up to me, I'd stay here forever, annoying you with fatherly advice, and finding every excuse to come over and taste your lovely wife's cooking."

Erick laughed, but sorrow quickly replaced humor. "Dad?"

Hiccup noted the seriousness of his son's voice. "Yes, son?"

Erick swallowed hard, and his lips were trembling. "I don't think I have ever told you how proud I am to be your son. You were always there for me. And I don't feel like I've been there for you enough."

Hiccup smiled. "No father can be more proud of his son than I am of you. You've never been a disappointment to me. As far as I am concerned, you were always there when it mattered, and that is all that matters. You are a fine Chief. You love your people, and they love you. The fact that they voted unanymously for you twice already, proves that. My last request to you is that you pass on what you learned from me to Little Erick, that when it comes time for you to retire, he will be as loved and respected."

Chief Erick nodded solemnly. "I will, dad."

Hiccup sighed peacefully and smiled. "Now where is that grandson of mine?"

the Chief shook his head. "He's around here, somewhere." He grinned at borrowing his dad's statement as to where his other best friend, Toothless, probably was. He knew that the two were probably at the same place. When Toothless wasn't at Hiccup's side, he was with Little Erick. He told his father as much.

Hiccup chuckled. "Just as it should be."

Chief Erick looked confused. "Dad?"

Hiccup smiled. "When I could no longer ride toothless because of my back, I remade his solo-flight tail. He was sad, but understood that riding him hurt too much. He has never left me. I watch him with your son, and it's like watching him and me when we had first bonded. You have Stormfly, and she needs you. When I am gone, I would like it if Toothless and Little Erick had each other."

The Chief nodded, solemnly. "In a couple of years, he'll be ready to ride his first dragon. He's already almost as big as you were when you found Toothless, so he should be fine."

Hiccup laughed. "As big as I was... That wasn't very big."

There was a twinkle in the chief's eye. "Thank you for summing that up, so i wouldn't have to."

They both laughed out loud until Hiccup broke down in a fit of coughing. The healer picked that moment to walk into the room. When Hiccup's coughing fit was over and he was left panting from the exertion, the healer stepped to his side and met the Chief's eyes.

"Forgive me, Chief Erick. But your father needs to rest."

Erick clearly wanted to protest, but he knew that the Healer was right, and he trusted her judgment. He nodded stiffly. "I'll see you later, dad," he said.

Hiccup smiled. "I'll see you later, too."

With that, Chief Erick turned and left the room, with a whispered "Let me know if anything changes," to the Healer, who nodded.

Hiccup turned over and within a few minutes, he was asleep

O O O

A few days passed and Hiccup's health continued to deteriorate. He had called his family to him, knowing that the end was finally near, and there were things he was determined to say. It was early afternoon, on a clear day, and Hiccup insisted on having this meeting in front of the forge, where his journey had truly begun. Without Gobber's guidance, he never would have learned the skills which allowed him to fashion the weapon which brought Toothless down that fateful night so many years ago. And he certainly would not have had a clue as to how to make a prosthetic tail fin to restore the dragon's flight. It was fitting that his life end here, surrounded by family and friends. So many had already passed on, but each were survuved by children to carry their names and honor.

It was hard to speak, he was so tired. But he had to. "People of Berk," he said. "I am about to embark on the greatest journey I have ever taken. I know that many will consider this to be a time of sorrow and loss, but I think of it as merely the fulfillment of my destiny: to leave behind a village and a people that have become far greater than it was when I was born into it. My father, Stoick the Vast, would have been proud if he could have seen you all as you are today. I am proud. Dragons and Viking, together for more than a whole generation now. Berk is safe, its fate in the hands of its people, under the guidance of a Chief of their own choosing. May he lead you all to an even brighter future!"

The crowd cheered. "Leave it to my dad to take the attention off himself at an event that is supposed to be about him," said the Chief, and the crowd laughed softly. He was dreading what was to come, but he was holding up well at the moment. He stood at his father's side as the people came forth to offer the dying man cheerful words. This continued until late afternoon, when Hiccup began to grow too fatigued to remain out of bed. He bid Berk farewell and was led back to his house and to his bed.

Toothless was there, and Hiccup was glad. He called to the dragon and watched as the Night Fury padded over to his bedside and rested his chin next to his human. "Hey bud," he said.

Toothless flashed him a gummy smile and Hiccup tried to raise his hand to his friend's snout, but he couldn't move. He became aware of a numbness spreading through his body and growing stronger, and of darkness seeming to close in at the edge of his vision. It was time.

"Toothless," he managed. "I love you, bud. You have been my best friend for most of my life. But I have to leave now. I wish I didn't but it isn't up to me."

Toothless let out a distressed whine at his human's words. He knew this was going to happen some day, but it was too soon. Hiccup was only eight-five years old. Far too young to die. But then, Toothless was still young by a dragon's reckoning. Humans don't live nearly as long.

"I want you to promise me, Bud," Hiccup continued. "Take care of my grandson as you took care of me. I'm sure he will take care of you, too. Can you do that for me, Bud?"

Toothless crooned and licked Hiccup on the cheek.

"Toothless..." he said, feigning annoyance. "You know... that won't... wash..."

...

...

...

Toothless nudged Hiccup in the side with his nose, but the old man didn't move. He nudged him again, and still there was no response. He licked Hiccup on the cheek again, expecting the usual reaction. Nothing. His human was dead. He tossed back his head and howled, a deep mournful cry that carried with it such grief and sorrow. His best friend was gone.

Chief Erick had been watching the exchange between his father and Toothless, and when it was clear that his father had passed, he closed his eyes. It was strange. There was no grief or sorrw. Just an empty feeling. For himself. Hiccup had made it clear in one of their last conversations that he considered his life to be fulfilled, and was looking forward to seeing his beloved Astrid, his father and mother, and Gobber again. He was so at peace with what was to come that Chief Erick could not help but simply accept what was coming.

O O O

Toothless was distraught. He grieved when the old blacksmith of Berk, Gobber, had died ten years ago. He grieved even deeper when his human's mate, Astrid, had died a year before. But nothing had prepared him for the loss of his beloved Hiccup. He knew he would face this, but not this soon. When he could no longer summon the strength to howl his grief any longer, he lay his head on the bed next to Hiccup's body. He snarled at anyone who tried to drag him away. He knew that it was pointless, that his human was gone. But he was not ready to let go.

It was Little Erick who turned things around. The boy, whom he had come to love almost as much as Hiccup, had come into the room. He had bowed his head and wept for the loss of his Grandfather, but his father had explained that Toothless needed him, and he had to let go. So the boy did his duty, and appealed to the Night Fury to let them take care of Hiccup as per Viking custom.

"Nobody can replace Grandpa Hiccup," Little Erick, said. "I'm not even going to try. "But I love you, Toothless. I'm going to take care of you. It's what he wanted. Please come with me. I need you, too,"

The Night Fury had looked at the boy, then back to Hiccup's body, then back to the boy. He turned one last time to Hiccup, and licked the old man's face, which in death had taken on a serene look. He was at peace. Toothless then stood, and followed Little Erick out of the house.

They had walked side-by-side, in silence. Where they were going didn't matter. That they were together was all that was important. They had ended up in the cove that held so many memories for Toothless. It was here that his life had changed. Everywhere he looked, something reminded him of Hiccup, but it did not trigger grief. For here with him was Hiccup's grandson. In just a couple of years, he would be old enough to become a dragon rider. Toothess could wait. The tail Hiccup had given him allowed him to fly on his own. So he wouldn't be grounded. And just because Little Erick couldn't ride him yet, did not mean that they could not be together. When his duty as Alpha did not interfere, of course. But if the Alpha doesn't want to be bothered, then the Alpha is not bothered.

Of course, he would miss Hiccup for the rest of his long life. But Little Erick in his green and brown clothing and unruly auburn hair and green eyes was almost a spitting image of Hiccup as he had been when Toothless had first met him. And his life was just beginning. In a short span of time, it would be like starting over again, only without the initial hatred from vikings or the ire of the Red Death. As long as the Sentinel remained alive and kept watch over Berk's waters, and as long as he as Alpha drew breath, and as long as there was peace between Vikings and Dragons, life would be amazing.

Little Erick fell asleep in the grass, head propped on the brown fur vest he had taken off shortly after arriving here. The day was warm, compared to most days. So sleep had crept up on the boy and had claimed him. Toothless looked down at the boy and sighed. He wandered around the pond, lost in thought.

O O O

The sun was setting on the western horizon. All of berk was gathered on the beach. A ship was sent adrift, bearing one passenger. His destination, Valhala.

"May the Valkyries Welcome you," entoned Fishlegs, Eldest elder of Berk. "And lead you through Odin's great battlefield. May they sing your name with love and fury, so that we might hear it rise from the depths of Valhala, and know that you've taken your rightful place at the table of kings. For a great man has passed. A Peacemaker. A Chieftain. A father. A friend." He rested his hand on the sholder of Erick, Son of Hiccup, Chief Elect of Berk.

It was time. Hiccup's ship had drifted far enough from the dock, its course set straight and true to sea. The Chief lit his arrow, drew it, and loosed. A single tear trickled down his cheek as the fiery arrow sailed through the air, to strike the deck of the ship, lighting the oil-soaked planks ablaze. A mournful howl was heard from the cliffs, and he turned his gaze upward. There, his own son stood beside his Night Fury. The boy had disappeared earlier that day, and the Chief had though he would have to scold him when he surfaced again. He should have known that his son merely needed some time with his dragon. The lad had been overjoyed and grief-stricken when he was told that his Grandfather had given Toothless to him. The two were already great friends, but the former Chief of Berk made it official. Now, they would be inseperable.

Well, his son was there, as was Toothless. Tradition was satisfied. He would not scold his son, after all. He turned his attention to the burning ship as it drifted furthe our to sea. It was all on him now. He did pretty much everything on his own, but knowing that he will never again have the chance to ask his father for advice made his heart ache. He wished that he would have asked his father for advice more often. He could have. There was no Viking law against it. But he just _had_ to do pretty much everything himself...

_See?_ saind one of the Voices.

_You are a horrible son,_ said another voice.

_NO!_ shouted Chief Erick in his mind. He recognized the voices. Old Gelbrun spoke about the sort of lies they spoke to draw you in and coerce one into surrendering their conctrol. _My father TOLD me how proud he was of me. You will not have me, neither shall you cast doubt upon what I already know to be true. BEGONE in the name of the Creator of All!_

That was the first time he had openly embraced faith in the Creator of All. Before this day, he was an adherant to the ancient Viking ways and beliefs. But now, because the Voices tried to speak to him, he realized that Old Gelbrun's words were true, and that was enough to keep him rooted on a foundation of faith that transcended anything he had known before...

...And the Voices fell silent.

His father's ship had now begun to sink. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, First Rider of Berk, Last of the Old Chiefs, was truly passing into history and legend. And Erick I was ready to carry his legacy.

Even as the ship sank beneath the waters, the sun sank from the sky. Night fell over Berk. There was much weeping. And while weeping may endure for the night, the morning was coming...

...And with it, a new day...

...And with the new day, joy...


End file.
